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S. TERESA OF JESUS. 



INTRODUCTION. 

Descend ! fair Spirit of the Art divine ! 

Of sweet, immortal Poesy ! 
Breathe o'er my numbers, as they shape and 
twine 

The soul of grace and melody ! 
Descend ! with rainbow wreaths of rose and 
gold ; 

With flow*rs that Eden pathways throng, 
Thy hands unclasp ; thy fragrant wings unfold 

And strew their jewels through my song ! 

O come ! with glowing fancies from the clime 
Where fair, mysterious Carmel smiles 

I — 2 



4 S. Teresa of Jesus. 

More lovely now than in the far-ofi time 
When Prophets trod its blue defiles ! 

More lovely in its Christian grace and light, 
Its Virgins, Doctors' countless train, 

In her, whose fame hath crowned its mystic 
height, 
The Seraph-Saint, of sunny Spain. 

O come ! with visions of the great and grand ; 

With thoughts more fair than morning 
beams ; 
With spirit-flashes from th' Orient land, 

And music of Castilian streams. 
And let my numbers, swelling as they soar 

In incense-wreaths of pray'r and praise, 
Image the fruitful cloud that rose of yore 

Before the Prophet's seaward gaze ! 



CANTO I. . 

S. TERESA, HER BIRTH AND CHILDHOOD. 

City of Knights ! Avila fair, 

For thy proud chivalry once famed, 
High-sounding deeds thy records bear, 

And hero-hearts thy blood have claimed. 
Thy beauty wak'd the Minstrel's tone, 

And Art, and Genius, deck'd thy name, 
Until thy graceful tow'rs shone 

Bath'd in the golden light of fame ! 

But oh ! thine olden diadem, 

Thy clust'ring wreaths of earth- won bay, 
Pale in the splendour of the gem 

That crowns thine Altar-throne to-day. 



6 »S. Teresa of Jesus. 

A fairer light is on thy brow ; 

A greater, higher name is thine, 
As wond'ring Christian nations bow, 

City of Saints^ before thy shrine. 

From stranger-land and clime afar, 

From northern hill and sunny sea, 
Led on by Faith's unerring star, 

The pilgrim peoples throng to thee. 
And fancy, scorning time, and earth, 

Charms back the long gone age again, 
When bloom'd by d'Ahumada's hearth 

The fairest lily-bud in Spain ! 



Avila's groves are hushed in light, 
The pearly touches of the day 

Have wreathed the long arcades in white 
Where two young children love to pray. 

A grave-eyed boy, a sister fair, 

Beneath the bloomy boughs they kneel, 



5. Teresa of Jesus. 

And ages yet shall bless that pray'r, 
That garden glade in old Castile ! 

A child in years, though great in grace ; 

A blossom ripening in the dawn, 
E'en now Teresa's footsteps trace 

The path that leads to God alone ! 
To God alone ! the things of sense 

May weave no snare upon her way, 
The King, in all His loveliness, 

Hath charm'd her gen'rous heart for aye ! 

All gifts are His, the love that thrills 
Like music in her mother's voice ; 

■ 

The Faith her bright youn^j spirit fills, 

And bids it evermore rejoice. 
His beauty lies on flower and stream, 

His glances silver fount and sea ; 
All Nature's but a shadowed dream 

Of His more fair reality ! 



8 6*. Teresa of Jesus. 

The golden zone, the bloomy sod 

Show forth the wonders of His love, 
But saintly hearts yearn for their God, 

His own most precious gifts above. 
And ardent-souled Teresa prays 

To see the beauty of His Face, 
And weeps that clinging life delays 

The joy of His divine embrace. 

With childhood's eager love, she cries, 

" Is there no way, my God, to Thee ? 
No star-path through the fair blue skies, 

No wings of morning dove for me ? 
Ah, yes ! the crescent flag still waves, 

And glitters yet the Moslem sword ; 
Whoe'er its crimson greeting braves 

Shall soon behold Thy beauty, Lord ! " 

The future saint of pray'r and praise, 
The victim-spouse of suffering love, 

The seraph-guide in mystic ways 

E'en now her burning zeal would prove. 



S. Teresa of Jesus. 

Would clasp the crown of piercing light, 
The Cross and nails, her chosen dower, 

And wed unto her lily's white 
The purple of the passion-flower. 

But oh, to die ! that thought still gleams 

Like sunray o'er her longing Faith, 
While others dream their lifelong dreams, 

Teresa's dream of life is death ! 
No more her passion'd heart may bear 

Its pent-up tides of yearning strong, 
And to her brother's friendly car 

Flow forth the waves of childish song. 

" Forever and forever, say,- 

O brother mine, how blest 
Are they who see the Face of God, 

And on His bosom rest. 

" And think how fair must be that land 
Where His belov'd ones dwell, 



io S. Teresa of Jesus. 

Since heart of man cannot conceive, 
Nor tongue its beauty tell ! 

" More bright, Roderigo, than the sun 
That lights our lovely Spain ; 

More boundless than the wild bird's flight 
Across the shining main ! 

" Then say, my brother, must we wait 

Until long years be o'er, 
Ere we behold the face of Him 

Whom seraph nosts adore ? 

" Oh no ! my soul like cagfed bird 

Is struggling to be free ; 
Oh, who will break its chain, my God, 

That it may rise to Thee ? 

" Then come, Roderigo, come away ! 

I cannot, will not, wait ; 
The Moslem steel will be the key 

To open heav'n's gate I" 



5. Teresa of Jesus. n 

And in her wondrous love and faith 

Teresa takes her brother's hand, 
And flees to seek a martyr's death 

Far in the Paynim's hostile land. 
But oh, a potent Will above 

Had mark'd her fate more holy still, 
The lifelong martyrdom of love, 

Amid the shades of Carmel's hill. 



CANTO II. 



st. teresa's vocation. — reform of 

mount carmel. 



Queen of th' Orient hills, all hail ! 

Fair Carmel by the morning sea, 
Enshrined in Hebrew song and tale 

And star of olden prophecy ! 
The first to greet the pilgrim's gaze 

When Eastern waves around him swell ; 
The last to melt in golden haze, 

Thy bright crest echoes his " Farewell P 

Type of all loveliness and grace, 

Sweet saintly mem'ries o'er thee brood ; 

What time the faithful of their race 
Fled to thy sacred solitude ! 



r 



S. Teresa of Jesus. 13 

What time a loyal martyr band 

Knelt on thy consecrated sod, 
And raised imploring heart and hand 

To Israel's forgotten God ! 

When rose the voice of holy song 

Like blossom's breath upon thine air, 
When glowed thy fragrant aisles among 

The flame of contemplative prayV ; 
When prophet-spirits blessed thy days 

And told the wonders of thy fame, 
And rapt Isaias sang thy praise 

Link'd with the Virgin Mother's name I 

Tradition weaves her twilight spell 

Around thy flower-girdled crest, 
And legends breathe in ev'ry dell 

Sweet fancies of the Mother blest ! 
Of her whose beauty lit thy shore, 

Whose sinless footsteps touch'd thy green 
Ere yet thy regal crown she wore, 

Mount CarmePs loved and loving Queen I 



14 S. Teresa of Jesus. 



Long ages pass ; the conqu'ring Cross 

Hath brought the world unto its feet, 
And high o'er tides that storm and toss 

The Church unclosed her haven-retreat. 
Through sixteen hundred years the streams 

Of sacramental healing run, 
And bright on ev'ry altar gleams 

The ransom Blood of Mary's Son. 



The barren places bloom once more, 

The wilderness and desert sing 
As cross-crown'd fanes o'er hill and shore 

Their own unearthly beauty fling. 
Fair cloister tow'rs rise and smile ; 

From North to South, from sea to sea, 
From Northern glen to burning Nile, 

Sweep on the waves of psalmody ! 



S. Teresa of Jesus. 15 

And Carmers snowy mantled band 

From out their mountain chancels throng, 
And rear in ev'ry grateful land 

Their holy Mount of pray'r and song. 
For still upon the thorny steeps 

Of sacrifice and mystic pain 
Pale Contemplation loves and weeps, 

While active Faith fights on the plain ! 

But earth is earth, and hearts of clay 

Not long the upward course may hold, 
The tired soul faints by the way, 

And Faith and Charity grow cold. 
Mount Carmers ancient fervour dies, 

And laxity and coldness steal 
The holy sorrow from its sighs, 

The burning ardour from its zeal ! 

A blight hath touch'd its fairest flow'rs, 
The mistral-breath hath scorch'd its bloom, 

And shadows veil its once glad hours 
In silent forms of midnight gloom. 



1 6 S. Teresa of Jesus. 

Darkness and desolation throw 

Their wintry shroud around its fame, 

And even angel tears might flow 
O'er Carmel's slowly dying name ! 

But shall it die ? Ah, no ! too fair 

The gleam of Mary's Orient crown, 
Too sweet the echo of its pray'r, 

Too dear the mystic white and brown. 
Ah no ! Her potent hand still sways 

The sceptre of her Queendom bright, 
And yet shall flood its wondrous days 

In blaze of more than olden light. 

At length the hour of heav'n beams 

Upon Mount Carmel's de^p'ning night, 
A star of flashing beauty gleams 

And melts its gloom in sudden light ! 
The dry bones spring to life again, 

The dull grey ashes breathe and glow, 
As o'er the sunny bow'rs of Spain 

It bursts, three hundred years ago ! 



S. Teresa of Jesus. iy 

The child of longing love and faith 

On Mary's fairest mission sent, 
Teresa treads the crucial path 

Where love and sacrifice are blent 
And hardly yet the summer days 

Of womanhood around her shine, 
Ere ev'ry human hope she lays 

Before Mount Carmel's ancient shrine ! 

And now her wondrous destiny 

Unfolds before her shrinking gaze, 
To wake once more the melody 

Of Carmel's special life of praise. 
To light the star of love again, 

To bid the silent fountains sing, 
And lead the chosen Hly train 

To wreathe its whiteness round " the King." 

Ah ! who shall say how faithfully 

Through those long crimson- crowned years 
Teresa filled her mission high 

Through persecution, toil and tears ? 



1 8 $' Teresa of Jesus. 

How rose once more the voice of prayer 
Up from the Mount of Sacrifice ? 

How Carmel's desert bloomed more fair 
Beneath the blue Castilian skies ? 

How speak of love, of suffring rare ? 

For human thought is weak and faint, 
And human language scarce may dare 

Depict the raptures of a saint ! 
How tell in lowly mortal words 

Of seraph's lightning-pointed dart ? 
How echo from dull earthly chords 

The beatings of a transpiere'd heart ? 

We may but watch her as she bears 

Her Spouse's Cross of infamy, 
Or in the moonlight nightly shares 

His teeming cup of -gony ! 
Or bending in the Altar's glow 

Through those long hours of ecstasy, 
We hear her passion'd pleadings flow 

Like wavelets from a boundless sea ! 



S. Teresa of Jesus. 19 

O blossom-wreaths that love to dream 

And die away in soft perfume ! 
O starry lights that throb and gleam 

Amid the chancel's tender gloom ! 
O say what heavenly splendours shine, 

What vision'd Form is there ? 
When rapt and tranced in love divine, 

Teresa kneels in pray'r ? 



CANTO III. 

"TERESA OF JESUS." — EPISODE OF HER 

LIFE. 

The midnight chimes have died away, 

The convent aisles are still, 
No more the tones of chanted pray'r 

Mount Carmel's cloisters fill. 

No sound breaks on the dream-like calm 

Round Jesus' Altar-throne, 
Where, wrapped in wordless ecstasy, 

Teresa kneels alone ! 

The weird dim shadows of the night 

Flit o'er the banner'd walls, 
And wreathe in gloom the niched Saints 

And sombre oaken stalls. 



*S". Teresa of Jesus. 21 

The Tabernacle star sheds forth 

Its faint unsteady beams, 
That tremble round the " Mother-Queen " 

In showers of pearly gleams. 

The moon-rays through the columned aisles 

Their spectral measures keep, 
And still Teresa bends in prayer 

For uttered words too deep ! 

Her hands are clasp'd, her glorious eyes 

Athwart her veil's dark shroud, 
In pure resplendent beauty beam 

Like star-lights from a cloud ! 

The smile that hovers on her lips 

Is born of heav'n and pray'r, 
The halo o'er her pale young face 

A seraph's brow might wear. 

The hours steal away unknown, 
For love recks not their flight, 



22 5. Teresa of Jesus* 

And love, surpassing human thought, 
Floods that great heart to-night. 

The love that burned her life away, 
That wak'd her passion'd cry, 

While Carmers thorny heights she scal'd, 
" To suffer, or to die !" 

But lo ! a form breaks on the gloom ; 

Amid the chancel stands 
A young fair Boy, with flowing hair, 

And shining feet and hands ! 

His mien is soft and grave, His brow 

Is pure as new-born snow, 
And wondrous gems of ruby-sheen 

O'er all His raiment glow. 

« And Who art Thou ?" Teresa asks, 
" And what Thy name, fair Child ?" 

" My name P He answer'd, and His voice 
Was low, and sweet, and mild. 



*S. Teresa of Jesus. 23 

" Nay, tell me first what thou art called," 

Teresa's limpid eyes 
Flash forth her soul's deep, rapt'rous love, 

As swift to heav'n they rise ! 

" Teresa of Jesus— it is writ 

Upon my longing heart 
In characters of light and flame 

By seraph's burning dart. 

" For Him I live, for Him I die, 

My only Love, my Joy. 
But speak, and tell me who Thou art, 

Thou gentle, wondrous Boy." 

Again His voice falls on her ear, 

In all its melody divine : 
11 Teresa of Jesu is thy name, 

And Jesu of Teresa Mine !" 



CANTO IV. 



s. teresa's death. 



Oh ! blessed she, who watcheth still, 
Whose love-lamp gleameth trimm'd and 
bright, 

Who waiteth but the Bridegroom's will, 
His welcome summons in the night. 

No deep'ning shadows round her fall, 
No gulf divides her from her home ; 

She only hears His loving call, 

" Arise ! my beautiful, and come !" 

Mount CarmeFs aisles are veiled in gloom, 
And waitings thrill the Spanish land, 

As the shadow-feet of death and doom 
By "Alba de Torma " stand. 



5. Teresa of Jesus. 25 

The story of a life is told 

In pages fair as Virgin flow'r ; 
Couch'd like the Magdalene of old, 
Teresa waits her happy hour. 

That hour, so looked for, longed for, still 

Since 'neath the starry orange shade 
(Not dreaming then of Carmers hill), 

She and her infant brother pray'd ; 
When her young heart implored to see 

The dazzling beauty of " the Lamb/' 
And fain to His dear heav'n would flee 

E'en through the gates of Martyrdom. 

And lo ! that hour cometh now, 

In dawn-like beauty from the East, 
And on the glory of His brow 

The panting spirit soon shall feast. 
Th* eternal morning round her grows 

More clear as time and earth wax dim, 
Before the bars of pearl and rose 

Her soul shall soon intone its hymn ! 
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But ere the " silver cord " be rent 

(That holds her from the bourne above), 
While yet within her heart are blent 

The last warm throbs of life and love, 
Do no bright visions rise to hail 

The gaze, from mortal thrall half free ? 
No thoughts prophetic pierce the veil 

Of far and fair futurity ? 

Doth she not read the mystic page 

Of Carmel's glory yet to be ; 
Of wondrous souls in ev'ry age 

Formed on Teresa's sanctity ; 
Of cloister homes by vale and strand ; 

Of sufTring, toil and fruitful zeal ; 
Of streams of grace through ev'ry land 

Sprung from the fountain of Castile ? 

Doth not the golden future near, 
And flash its pictures one by one ? 

Now 'tis her dauntless sons who bear 
The Cross to realms yet unknown ! 



5. Teresa of Jesus. 27 

And now the lamp of saintly lore, 
Fed on some cloister's pray'rful height, 

Sheds forth its rays from shore to shore, 
And charms earth's noblest to its light ! 

And now a gleam of sufTring Faith 

O'er Carmel by the Arno shines, 
Where mourns the Saint of Christ-like death, 

Stigmata of the Apennines ! 
And now in some lone tropic isle 

The martyr waits the stake and lance ; 
And now Teresa's daughters smile 

Upon the guillotines of France ! 

Again the Church with triumph-song 

Embalms some fair Teresian name, 
And to its odour virgins throng, 

Lured by the transpierced heart of flame ! 
The holy watchword, " God alone," 

To Europe's highest seems to swell ; 
A royal Bourbon hears its tone, 

And makes her Court in Carmel's cell. 



28 S. Teresa of Jesus. 

Doth she not see Columbia's gaze 

Turn to the parent shore again, 
And crown, with double crown of praise, 

Loyola's land — Teresa's Spain ? 
Doth she not see, o'er East and West, 

Mount Carmers tow'rs look calmly down, 
Girdling the world's wild throbbing breast 

In Mary's saving badge of brown ! 

Ah no ! though great, though wondrous bright 

The glory of her future fame, 
Though " Mary's Order " win such light, 

Such beauty from Teresa's name, 
Yet still in this last hour, no taint 

Of earthly pride or vanity 
May touch the harvest of a saint, 

Or vex her calm humility ! 

Ah no ! though pure, though undefiled, 
Though rich in grace and sanctity, 

The Church's most ungrateful child 
Would claim no lesser meed than she. 



5. Teresa of Jesus. 29 

She pleads not by the sacrifice 

Of ev'ry tie of love and home, 
But on the first sweet grace relies, 

" Thank God, I am a child of Rome P 

The fateful moments dawn and die, 

Each burdened with a world of love, 
Each winged with the longing sigh 

That fain would waft her soul above. 
Her mourning daughters round her stand, 

Wond'ring if life indeed will part, 
If death will dare to lay its hand 

Upon the angel-wounded heart. 
But lo ! a flash of fairer light, 

A chord of trancing music past — 
A pearl-plumed dove hath taken flight, 

Teresa sees her God at last ! 

3fC 3|C ^ »f 9|C 

O golden gates, lift up your voice 
In gladness round the Crucified ! 

O Virgin train of heav'n, rejoice — 
Thy King hath crowned a Seraph-Bride ! 



EPILOGUE. 

ODE TO ST. TERESA. 

Saint of the genius-breathing brow and eye, 

Like star-gleam, of thine own Castilian 
night ! 

How Christian Art hath revelled in the light 
Of thy rich beauty and thy sanctity ! 

We know thee by thy gracious mien and 
high, 
Thy sombre robe, and mantle flowing white, 
And almost seem from out the canvas bright 

To hear thy words, " To suffer, or to die !" 

White flower of Cancel's heaven-lit retreat, 
The Mistress-Saint of sacrifice and prayer, 
And winning Teacher thou, of lore divine. 
Ah ! since the day the gentle Master's Feet 



S. Teresa of Jesus. 31 

Were bathed in Magdalene's bright waves 
of hair, 
He hath not found a love and faith like 
thine. 
To speak thy praise, Teresa, words of earth 

were weak and faint ; 
Thou of the transpierced heart, all hail ! great 
Doctrix ! Virgin I Saint ! 



R. WASHBOURKE, PRINTER, l8 PATERNOSTER ROW. 
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